child who delays the process of going to bed by cajoling 'a
story' out of his mother or his nurse, as he sits upon her knee,
well tucked up, at the corner of the nursery fire, - this was
unknown to me. Never in all my early childhood, did anyone
address to me the affecting preamble, 4Oncc upon a time!' I
was told about missionaries, but never about pirates; I was
familiar with humming-birds, but I had never heard of fairies.
Jack the Giant-Killer, Rumpclstiltskin and Robin Hood were
not of my acquaintance, and though I understood about
wolves, Little Red Ridinghood was a stranger even by name.
So far as my 'dedication' was concerned, I can but think that
my parents were in error thus to exclude the imaginary from
my outlook upon facts. They desired to make me truthful; the
tendency was to make me positive and sceptical. Had they
wrapped me in the soft folds of supernatural fancy, my mind
might have been longer content to follow their traditions in an
unquestioning spirit.

Having easily said what, in those early years, 1 did not read, I
have great difficulty in saying what I did read. But a queer
variety of natural history, some of it quite indigestible by my
undeveloped mind; many books of travels, mainly of a scientific
character, among them voyages of discovery in the South Seas,
by which my brain was dimly filled with splendour; some
geography and astronomy, both of them sincerely enjoyed;
much theology, which I desired to appreciate but could never
get my teeth into (if I may venture to say so), and over which
my eye and tongue learned to slip without penetrating, so that
I would read, and read aloud, and with great propriety of
emphasis, page after page without having formed an idea or
retained an expression. There was, for instance, a writer on
prophecy called Jukes,6 of whose works each of my parents
was inordinately fond, and I was early set to read Juices aloud
to them. I did it glibly, like a machine, but the sight of Jukes*
volumes became an abomination to me, and I never formed
the outline of a notion what they were about. Later on, a
publication called The Penny Cyclopaedia7 became my daily,
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